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music, had little to hope for in a population which, although it
had hospitably received a great mass of fugitives, did, after all,
not like them much. The other refugees were in the same con-
dition, but many of them looked down upon such endeavors
with a certain contempt, so long, at least, as their pecuniary
resources were not exhausted. They firmly believed that a new
upheaval would occur in the old Fatherland before long. No-
body cultivates the art of deceiving himself with the windiest
illusions more cleverly, more systematically and more untiringly
than, the political refugee. We succeeded easily in finding in
newspapers some news that clearly indicated to us the inevita-
ble and fast-approaching outbreak of a new revolution. We
were certain that we would soon return triumphantly to Ger-
many, there to be the heroes of the day, the true champions of
a yictorious cause. Why should we therefore trouble ourselves
with cares for the future? It appeared to us much more impor-
tant and appropriate to discuss and determine the part each
should play in the coming action. With the profoundest
seriousness we debated the question who should be a .mem-
ber of the provisional government, or minister, or military
leader,

We gravely sat in judgment over each other's char-
acter, capabilities, and especially fidelity to revolutionary
principles, and but few forgot in this respect the positions
to which they believed themselves entitled. In short, we
disposed of the glorious future as if we had actually held the
power over it in our own hands. Such delusions were well
apt to develop among us a light-hearted and idle tavern
existence, -to which many of our companions gave themselves
without restraint, I heard some of my refugee friends say,
with a sort of lofty condescension, that the Fatherland looked
to us as its great helpers and leaders; that we had to devote our
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s from place to place, informed us
